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THE SWEET PEA’S SERMON 


Mary, Mary was not contrary, 
Just filled with discontent ; 

But frown and pout scattered gloom about 
As down thro’ her garden she went. 


She’d scold and fret, the garden was wet. 
* The rain has spoiled her day; 
For she’d planned to go to the city below 
To hear a preacher from far away. 


Of sweet peas bright she now caught sight, 
They magically banished her gloom; 

For she seemed to hear their words of good cheer 
As a welcome nodded each bloom. a 


H. TEEL 


They told of pleasure in all kinds of weather, 
More flowers they gave, more they had; 
And incense perfume arose from each bloom, 

Thus making the whole world glad. 


They showed how desire to climb higher and higher, 
That the world their beauty might see, 

Made tendril-like hands quick to understand 
And clasp what support there might be. 


So now Mary, Mary is glad and cheery, 
The peas their lesson did teach; 

For to him who hearest Truth’s always made clearest 
By the one who’s ordained to preach. 


HANNAH 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 


— — HE WAS a very little girl for ten years, frail, 
thin and elfish. Her eyes were so black one 
could scarcely see the pupils, her hair had a 
blue-black luster in spite of its chopped off, 
uneven appearance, while her straight little 
nose was completely covered with freckles. 
There was nothing of timidity in her straight 
shoulders and thrown back head, but a 
startled, half frightened expression lurked about her mouth 
in spite of the bravado she tried to assume, for she was 
running away, and that for the third time during her resi- 
dence at the country orphanage. 

A faded petticoat several inches too long hung from 
beneath a still more faded dress several inches too short. 
Both garments had come from the charity box from which 
all Hannah’s clothes had come—how she hated that charity 
box! She loved beauty as only a small child of ten can 
love beautiful things, with all her soul; but nothing of loveli- 
ness had ever been hers since she came to the orphanage two 
years ago, after Granny died and the stern-faced matron 
had taken Hannah from the miserable tenement house to 
the big brick building “‘out in the country.” That thought 
had filled the child’s mind with bliss, but not for long. 
Mrs. Matland had said, ‘There she will get good food and 
plenty of fresh air.” She had gotten plenty of fresh air, but 
there the promise failed, unless indeed bread and milk and 
potatoes in small quantities could be called good food. 
Hannah did not know, for she had never had better or 
worse in her life, but in the tenement house she could at least 
come and go where she chose, with no one to say yes or no; 
not even Granny, for Granny did not care, and anyhow, 
Granny was not her real Granny, only an old woman whom 
she lived with from the time she could first remember any- 


thing. She had lived on the streets for nearly eight years 
and had become independent of any one’s care or provision. 
If she was hungry she had learned where and how to supply 
her need, for she had good friends in the kitchens of nearly 
all the cheap chop houses in her vicinity. If she was cold 
or tired she knew where there were warm corners tucked 
away in the stores and shops near Granny's room, and when 
Granny didn’t have a bottle she could go “‘home” to the 
tenement. This came to an end when Granny died, and 
Hannah’s visions of ““The country”” were so rosy she quite 
forgot the drawbacks that usually come with every ad- 
vantage. 

After her first month of rigid discipline, cold looks and 
little or no sympathy, not even from the other children, she 
decided to return to the city, but soon she found she could 
not go—-she found to her horror she was a prisoner with no 
liberty or choice of opinion. This enraged her so that she 
ran away and got as far as the little railway station before 
she was discovered and brought back in disgrace and pun- 
ished publicly as a warning to other children. Instead of. 
this subduing and humbling her spirit, she fumed and stormed 
and did the same thing over again the first chance she got. 
This time she was deprived of all companionship and put to 
work in the garden where, from morning till night, she 
hoed weeds and raked, in the company of the gartlener, a 
woman with no more sympathy or understanding than the 
matron. She didn’t work too hard, for the reason that 


“‘wild horses couldn’t make her,’ and her mind was too 


busy for anything except impudence and insolence to the 
gardener who found after her first experience that it was best 
to let Hannah do as she pleased— it saved time and trouble. 
Saving time and trouble seemed to be the chief economy of 
this orphanage so far as the attendants were concerned, and 
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WISDOM 


the law prevented actual cruelty, so Hannah suffered little 
except in spirit. But how she hated the gardener and the 
matron and the children and—vwell, in short, there were 
few things she did not hate! 


She hated her clothes worst of all, they were so ugly. 
Some of the girls had beautiful clothes, lovely calico with 
bright fresh stripes and figures. Those were the girls who 
had a mother or father who sometimes came to visit them for 
the day and brought them presents, or maybe it was an aunt 
or even an old friend of the little girl’s family; but no such 
joy had ever come to Hannah, for she did not even know 
her-own name and had never heard of her parents. She had 
no gold locket or initialed underwear to identify her and 
prove her a stolen princess; she was just herself, and no one 
belonged to her and she belonged to no one. The attendants 
did not like her, so she was never given a choice of even the 
ugly garments from the charity boxes, and to her usually fell 
the things rosy-cheeked May or Helen or Margaret did not 
want. If she had had some protesting relative her long 
braid of blue-black hair might have been saved, thus keeping 
her one point of beauty, but no relative came forward and 
the heavy braid of silk fell beneath the matron’s scissors to- 
“save time and trouble” in combing. The stubble left was 
not even straight and stuck out in odd places, giving a comic 
appearance to a pathetic little face. How she hated it, her 
face and hair and clothes and arms and legs! She hated 
the big brick building which for her was a prison; she hated 
the playground where the other children looked upon her as 
a black sheep who had run away; they knew she was brave 
to do such a thing and they wished they had the same cour- 
age, but it was their part to look shocked. She hated the 
garden where the gardener kept her eyes on her every move- 
ment to get away; she hated the long dormitory with its rows 
of cots in plain view of the watchful attendant; she hated 
. the long walks through the park where two and two they 
marched instead of running and jumping and gathering 
flowers as she had read was the custom in the country. Oh! 
she hated it all, all, all, and she would run away again, and 
now she was on her way. 


She had learned experience by her two previous trials 
and this time it would work, for she had figured it all out to 
a dot. She wouldn't go to the railway station this time, and 
she wouldn’t slip out at night, and she wouldn’t trust a 
single soul with her intentions—these things had led to her 
undoing before. She would behave herself very well for 
two weeks and throw them off their guard; this she had not 
~ done before and they had been suspicious the first moment 
she had been missed, but this time she would mislead them, 
and she did. No one who cared for her would have passed 
unnoticed the firm, set mouth, the piercing eyes, the flushed 
excitement of her dark cheeks, but as no one cared enough 
to notice, she passed for a “good girl.” She no longer spent 
her time in the garden, but darned stockings in the play- 
ground like twenty others’ of her age. 


As the matron appeared, walking with a gentleman 
down the strip of gravel leading to the playyard, Hannah 
arose, put away her stockings and with calm deliberation 
passed the attendant and walked toward the matron and 
strange gentleman. The latter stopped, and smiling at Han- 
nah, asked her her name and age. The child answered both 
quite frankly and quietly; she had been told she was ten 
but did not know, and that she was called Hannah, but 
Granny told her that her real name was Elma; but Granny 

_ like Hannah better and so she had been called. 

The matron and gentleman passed on, and Hannah 
did the same. The attendant thought the matron had given 
permission to go to the house and the matron thought the 
same of the attendant, so that was how the child gained two 
whole hours for her escape. And she made good use of her 
time. 


(To be continued): 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SaGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 11, MARCH 14 
SAUL GAINS HIS KINGDOM—I Sam. 11:1-i4. 

Then Nahash the Ammonite came up, and encamped against 
Jabesh gilead: and all the men of Jabesh said unto Nahash, Make a 
covenant with us, and we will serve thee. 

2. And Nahash the Ammonite said unto them, On this condition 
will I make it with you, that all your right eyes be put out; and | will 
lay it for a reproach upon all Israel. 

3. And the elders of Jabesh said unto him, Give us seven days’ 
respite, that we may send messengers unto all the borders of Israel: 
and then, if there be none to save us, we will come out to thee. 

4. Then came the messengers to Gibeah of Saul, and spake these 
ps wer in the ears of the people: and all the people lifted up their voice 
an 3A 

5. And, behold, Saul came following the vaca out of the field; 
and Saul said, What aileth the le that they weep? And they told 
him the words of the men of Jabesh. 

6. And the Spirit of God came mightily — Saul when he 
heard those words, and his anger was kindled gre 

7. And he took a yoke of oxen, and cut eX: in pieces, and sent 
them throughout all the borders of Israel by the hand of the messengers, 
saying, Whosoever cometh not forth after Saul and after Samuel, so 
shall it be done unto his oxen. And the dread of Jehovah fell on the 
people, and they came out as one man. 

8. And he numbered them in Bezek; and the children of Israel 
were three hundred thousand, and the men of Judah thirty thousand. 

9. And they said unto the messengers that came, Thus shall ye 
say unto the men of Jabesh-gilead, Tomorrow, by the time the sun is 
hot, ye: shall have deliverance. And the messengers came and told the 
men of Jabesh; and they were glad. 

10. Therefore the men of Jabesh said, Tomorrow we will come 
out unto you, and ye shall do with us all that seemeth good unto you. 

Il. d it was so on morrow, that Saul put the people in 
three companies; and they came into the midst of the camp in the 
morning watch, and smote the Ammonites until the heat of the day: 
and it came to pass, that they that remained were scattered, so that 
not two of them were left together. 

- 12. And the people said unto Samuel, Who is he that said, Shall 
Saul ag" ne us? bring the men, that we may put them to death. 
13. d Saul said, There shall not a man be put to death this 
for —, Jehovah hath wrought deliverance in Israel. 
14. Then said Samuel to the people, Come, and let us go to 
Gilgal, and renew the kingdom there. 


GoLpEN TEXT—He that is slow to anger is better 


than the mighty; and he that ruleth his spirit, than he that 
taketh a city.—Prov. 16:32. 


When Samuel had anointed Saul and pronounced him 
king, there were many who despised him, and who said, 
“*How shall this man save us?”” But Saul held his peace. 
When the time came for him to assume leadership and 
prove himself the chosen of God, he did so. Under the 
guidance of the Spirit he led his people to victory. 

This true way of life which we are learning, begins its 
development within. The changes take place first within 
the mind and soul. Later the effects begin to show in the 
body and surroundings. 

When Saul, who had been one of them, was pro- 
claimed king, the people could see no change in him. They 
doubted his ability to save them. “But he held his peace.” 
There is a whole sermon in that one small sentence. When 
we have learned to hold our peace through all outer disturb- 
ances, then indeed is all power given unto us. 

When we first begin to practice this truth, there may be 
no apparent change outwardly. Indeed, even we may not 
realize how much we are changed until the time comes for 
us to prove ourselves. Then, if we have been faithful, if 
we have allowed only thoughts of love and truth to enter 
our minds, the victory is ours. 

The battles of Bible times are symbolical of our strug- 
gles with shadows to which men have given power. We 
know that there is nothing bit good. Then why need we 
prepare to overcome? ‘The answer is this: There really 
is not anything to overcome. It is just a belief in something. 


That something is-lack. We do not have to fight lack. 
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WISDOM 3 


There is not any lack, but there seems to ibe a great belief in 
it. 

We know that we are all born to be healthy and 
happy, do we not? If we have buried some of our blessings 
under the shadows of false beliefs, let us begin to dig them 
out today. Let us hold our peace as Saul did, and know 
that the victory is ours. 

We will determine to follow the Voice wilde: to keep 
our minds pure and true. The secret of success and happi- 
ness is self-control. Let us aspire not to rule others, but to 
rule ourselves. It is a far greater aspiration. 

“‘He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty; 
and he that ruleth his spirit, than he that taketh a city.” 


LESSON 12, MARCH 21 
aa AND HIS ARMOR-BEARER—I Sam. 14:1-13. 
Now it fell upon a day, that Jonathan the son of Saul said 
unto ‘% young man that bare his armor, Come, and let us go over to 


ee garrison, that is on yonder side. But he told not his 
ather 


2. And Saul abode in the uttermost part of Gibeah under the 


egranate-tree which is in Migron: and the people that were with 
about six hundred men; 


3. And Ahijah, the son of Ahitub, Ichabod’s brother, the son of _ 


Phinehas, the son of Eli, the priest of Jehovah in Shiloh, wearing an 
ephod. And the people knew not that Jonathan was gone. 

4. And between the passes, by which Jonathan sought to go over 
unto the Philistines’ garrison, there was a rocky crag on the one side, 
and a rocky crag on the other side: and the name of the one was 


ome and the name of the other Seneh. 


The one crag rose up on the north in front of Michmash, and 


6. And Jonathan said to the young man that bare his armor, 
Come, and let us go over unto the garrison of these uncircumcised: it 
may be that Jehovah will a for us; for there is no restraint to 
Jehovah to save by many or by few. 

a his armor-bearer said unto him, Do all that is in thy 
heart: turn thee, behold, I am with thee according to thy heart. 

8. Then said Jonathan, Behold, we will pass over unto the men, 
and we will disclose ourselves unto them 

9. If they say thus unto us, Tarry until we come to you; then 
we will stand still in our = and will not go up unto them. 

10. But if they say thus, Come up unto us; then we will go up; 
for Jehovah hath delivered them into our hand: and this shall be the 


sign unto us. 

11. And both of them disclosed themselves unto the garrison of 
the Philistines: and the Philistines said, Behold, the Hebrews come 
forth out of the holes where they had hid themselves: . 

12. And the men of the garrison answered Jonathan and his 
armor-bearer, and said, Come up to us, and we will show you a thing. 
And Jonathan said unto his armor-bearer, Come up after me; for 
Jehovah hath delivered them into the hand of Israel. . 

13. And Jonathan climbed up upon his hands and upon his feet, 
and his armor-bearer after him: and they fell before Jonathan; and 
his armor-bearer slew them after him. 

GOLDEN TEXT—Let us put on the armor of light.— 
Rom. 13:12. 


This is a story of dauntless courage. Jonathan, with 
none but his armor-bearer to accompany him, went fearlessly 
into the midst of the enemy. He was not trusting to his own 
personal strength, but to the strength of the Lord, which he 
knew was within him. There was no thought of fear, but 
perfect trust in, and absolute obedience to the Voice within 
him. Fortified with this wonderful faith Jonathan went up 
among the Philistines, and they fell before him. No enemy 
could stand before such unwavering trust and faith in God. 

The very thing that. Jonathan felt so many years ago 
is just what Jesus came later to teach and what we are try- 
ing to learn. It is absolute trust in the almighty Spirit. 
Not just faith in times of calm, but at all seasons and in all 
places. There are those who trust the Christ within when 
they are well, but call for outer aid when there seems to be 
lack of health. Also they lean on the Spirit in times of 
safety, but grope for material support in times of seeming 
danger. This story of Jonathan should be firmly imprinted 
on our minds and our feet set in the same path of faith. 
We should know that there is only one source of strength or 
power, and that is God. source is open to all God's 
children. There is nothing to fear but disbelief. God is 


love and God is all has been repeated many times. If 
every one persevered until they truly believed that, and were 
ready to rely on its truth at all times, there would be no 
more lack of joy or courage. 

In connection with this lesson it would be well to read 
the ninety-first Psalm. In that one will learn that we, too, 
have a shield and buckler; a safeguard from all shadows. 
Like Jonathan, we-are protected by a wonderful, enveloping 
Presence. I know of no better affirmation to dispel fear 
than this Psalm. Every reader of WisDoM should learn it. 


LESSON 13, MARCH 28 
REVIEW 
GOD'S MERCIES TO DISOBEDIENT ISRAEL 
GoLDEN TEXT—Righteousness exalteth a nation, 
but sin is a reproach to any people.—Prov. 14:34. 


During the past quarter we have had stories about 
many Bible characters. Each of them symbolizes a state 
within ourselves, and teaches us a lesson which can be 
applied in our every day living. It would be a good plan 
to go back over the lessons, taking the central chatacters 
and explaining how they are related to the faculties within 
ourselves. 


LESSON |, APRIL 4 
SAUL REJECTED BY THE LORD—I Sam. 15:13-23. 

13. And Samuel came to Saul; and Saul said unto him, Blessed 
be thou of Jehovah: I have performed the commandment of Jehovah. 

14, And Samuel said, at meaneth then this bleating of the 
sheep in mine ears, and the lowing of the oxen which I hear? 

15. And Saul said, They have brought them from the Amale- 
kites: for the people spared the best of the sheep and of the oxen, to 
sacrifice unto fohoval thy God; and the rest we have utterly destroyed. 

. Then Samuel said unto Saul, Stay, and I will tell thee what 
Jehovah hath said to me this night. And he said unto him, Say on. 
17. And Samuel said, Though thou wast little in thine own sight, 


wast thou not made the head of the tribes of Israel? And Jehovah | 


anointed thee king over Israel; 

18. And Jehovah sent thee on a journey, and said, Go and 
utterly destroy the si the A kites, and ght against them until 
they be consumed. 

19. Wherefore then didst thou not obey the voice of Jehovah, 
but didst & upon the spoil, and didst that which was evil in the sight 
of Jehovah 

20. ‘And Saul said unto Samuel, Yea, I have obeyed the voice of 
Jehovah, and have gone the way which Jehovah sent me, and have 
brought Agag the king of Amalek, and have utterly destroyed the 
Amalekites. 

21. But the people took of the spoil, sheep and oxen, the chief 
of a? devoted things, to sacrifice unto ‘Jehovah y God in Gilgal. 

And Samuel said, Hath Jehovah as great delight in_burnt- 
‘aun and sacrifices, as in obeying the voice of Jehovah? Behold, 
to obey ‘is better than sacrifice, and to hearken than the fat of rams. 

23. For rebellion is as the sin of witchcraft, and stubbornness is 


. as idolatry and teraphim. Because thou hast rejected the word of 


Jehovah, he hath also rejected thee from being king. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Behold, to obey is better than 
sacrifice.—I Sam. 15:22 


Saul was made king at a time when. he was very 
humble. The greatest things come to all of us when we say, 
“‘Not I, but the Father within me, he doeth the works.” 

Saul came in time to regard himself as mighty, and 
right there his downfall began. Of ourselves we are noth- 
ing, but through the power of the Spirit within us, we can 
do all things. King Saul neglected to give the credit to 
Jehovah. 

When we are obedient to the law of Spirit, our lives 
are full of light, but disobedience brings darkness. A\ll the 
good things of life are ours, by right of inheritance, but if 
we are in darkness we cannot see them. If we are humble 
and obedient to the Christ Spirit, we will dwell in the “‘secret 
place of the Most High,”’ and, “abide under the shadow 
of the Almighty.” 


¥ 
“Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks” are now out in hook form. 
Every Truth home and Sunday School should have them. 
Cloth, $1.25; paper, 75 cents. 
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WISDOM 


Roya, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 


ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. . 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—A\ll reports must be i in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 

7 HEW, a the March winds do blow! It 
seems as though we Boosters can hardly keep 
our feet as we trudge toward the Booster 
meeting. Well, let the wind blow, and let 
tall the rain patter on the window. We shall all 
gather snugly in a cozy little circle and hear 
the many good things which the Boosters have 

done during the past month. 

We made a very big mistake last meeting in putting 
Rosemary’s name under Sir Tammy's picture. Sir Tammy 
doesn’t seem to care, but Rosemary is writing us a letter 


informing us that she does not wish to be confused with other 


cat-people. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear WisDoM—This is a complaint, though I am 
told you do not believe in complaints. Sir Tammie thinks it 
a joke, but I don’t, being a girl-cat, and not a boy. To 
make myself plain and to come to the point at once, that 
picture marked “Rosemary” in the February WIsDoM is 
not my picture at all and looks nothing like me. That's 
Tammie’s photo and is mightily like him, so Billy Bumpus 
will have to see his face after all, whether he wants to or 
not. Now I have twice the coat that Tammie has and my 
tail is shorter, and I’m a Blue Tortoiseshell and he is an 
orange cat. Tammie wouldn’t make a complaint, so I had 
to tell Aunt Mary to write this for me. Tammie just “‘har- 
hared” and ran around the garage grinning like a Chessy- 
cat. He thinks everything is a joke. Please put my picture 
in when you have the space, for I don’t want to be taken for 
a boy-cat again. 


Aunt Mary says I may tell you that a lot of us from 
this Cattery went to the Los Angeles Cat Show. There. 


were 199 entries. I came home with a blue ribbon. 
Topaz was a winner, and little Wabun was Best Kitten in 
the whole show, no matter what their color. He got a 
silver cup; so did Wah-Wah Taysee bring home a silver 
cup, though she got a red ribbon. Admiral got a blue 
ribbon, and every one but little Tammiette got some kind of 
a prize. She’s like her daddy, Sir Tammie, and didn’t feel 
a bit badly. Tammie and Jean and Orange Betty stayed 
at home. Jean had already been to a show in Tropico and 
carried off prizes, so he did not want to go. The kittens 
had such a beautiful cage that Aunt Helen made and dec- 
orated for them, that it was considered the best decorated 
in the show. Shows are fun and the people praise you, and 
all that, but you are mighty glad to get home and stretch. 

Sincerely yours, ROSEMARY DE WITT. 

Per Tammie’s Secretary. 

The Jolly Boosters of Palo Alto have received their 
pins and we have a word from them. I hope that they will 
write more next month. 

Palo Alto, Col. 


Dear Secretary—The pins received this morning and 
I know the children will be delighted. We will have our 
meeting Saturday and then you will probably have some 


more letters from the Palo Alto Jolly Boosters. We all 
miss “Mister Smile-Ups” here, so some of us are now mak- 
ing “‘smile-up” rhymes for ourselves, and anyway we try to 
live a smile inwardly as well as outwardly. Many thanks 
for the pins, and all good wishes from Palo Alto. Yours 
sincerely, (Mrs.)Myrtis Hodges. 


A new club has been organized in Belleville, N. J. I 
know they will do much good. Beulah is reporting as sec- 
retary. 

Dear Wispom—Our club was organized a week ago 
last Friday. There were six of us and we are thinking about 
getting more members presently. At our first meeting of- 
ficers were elected, and we all decided on the colors and 
the motto as they are the colors and motto of all the other 
clubs. I take the WISDOM magazine and I especially like 
to read the letters from the other clubs. Our first real 
meeting was last Friday night and I am sure most of us en- 
joyed it very much. We are spending our time sewing after 
the business meeting. We made our laws and I think some 
of them are very good. I hope and think that all our mem- 
bers will be true to our title and carry out our object. With 
love to WisDoM, THE MontTcomery CLuB, 

Beulah McCullough, Sec. 


Winnipeg, Canada 
Dear Boosters—This is 
the first letter you have had 
from us, but it will not be the. 
last. We call ourselves ““The 
Winnipeg Booster Club,” and 
have had several meetings. 
There are five of us, including 
our teacher, but we hope to 
have several more join us soon. 
We should like to have all the 
=| Winnipeg Wisdoms come and 
=| give their help. Come along, 
| Winnipeg Boosters, let’s see if 
| we cannot do some real boost- 
ing. Give us a call; you can 
see our secretary, Myrtle 
Hayes, any time after school at 
290 Wardlow Avenue. We 
India and Narendia Lusk hold our meeting at 7:30 p, m. 
Tuesday evening of each week, and use Mrs. Hardy’s 
“Child’s Garden.” Now let me tell you about some of our 
work. There is a little girl we visit, and she is paralyzed, 
but we are praying in the silence for her and she is be- 
ginning to use her hands and move her body, thanks to our 
dear loving Father, who is always with us. Most of us go 
into the silence every night. We want to know the Christ- 
child is in us, and our teacher tells us that the only way to 
find the Christ-child is to be still. One time there was a dog 
that would run after me and I was afraid; then one day the 
thought came to me to try the Silence, so next time the dog 
ran after me, I held the thought, “I am not afraid, ‘God is 
my help in every need,’”’ and it took away all the fear. 
With lots and lots of love to all the Boosters, yours for 

boosting the Truth, Bessie Hayes, Pres., per V. W. P. 


Ernest received the Booster pin for sending in the most 
reports during the last year. We have a good report from 


him this month also. 
West Branch, Mich. 

Dear WispoM—The new club pin came and we all 
think it is very nice and we thank you for it. I wore my 
other one down in the park and lost it. It was gone a year, 
then I found it under some hay in the shed that was made 
from the park. Mother told me to put the pin in God's care 
and it would come back to me some time. A year is an 
awful time to wait and I felt like it was lost forever because 
I didn’t obey my mother and leave it at home as she told 
me to. This is our review report, this brand new year. We 


WISDOM 5 


haven’t missed the regular meetings but three or four times 
since you started the Booster Club, and then it was because 
the members were away visiting; and the club has not had 
any shadow trouble but once in all the years and we tried 
to do the best we could that time, too. We have taken 
around lots of Unity papers and things for people to read. 
Lots of times they liked it, but sometimes they did not and 
laughed and thought we were queer; but some used to 
think Jesus was queer, too. We have treated lots of sick 
people and taken them good things to eat and given clothes 
when we had them to give, and we tried to be better our- 
selves like Boosters ought to be, and we are going to try 
harder this 1915 year. For one good thing, we are going 
to write fine short club letters after this one, and try not to 
say what we think about WisDoM or other things so it won’t 
make ladies like Mrs. Topp feel so bad they want to write 
sermon letters about us. Most all boys and girls like mag- 
azines and pictures better than plain papers, and some of 
the other Booster’s letters said they wished WiIsDOM could 
be dressed as she used to be, too; and they did not think of 


not being true and of finding fault either when they said | 


it, any more that we did. I guess that other Boosters 
thought like we did, that you wanted us to write just what 
we thought about WispoM, but we won’t do it any more, 
now we know about it. Good-bye. 
I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 
Globe, Ariz. 
My Dear Wispom—We have 
a Booster Club. We met every Sat- 
urday before Christmas. We have 
five girls, Kathleen and Mary Mason, 
Kathryn Bingberg, Josephine and me. 
We sewed doll clothes for a little girl 
that -never had a doll. ‘We sold 
flowers and earned money to buy the 
doll and a foot ball for her brothers. 
We have 80 cents left and we will 
, » send it for the building fund. With 
Lucile Joye to you and all the Boosters. 
Kathryn Williamson, Sec. 
The Good Deeds Club has a fine report of the work 
they are doing. The name, Good Deeds Club, seems to 
just fit them. 


San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—I was chosen this time to write a 
letter to Wispom. We had a happy time this Christmas. 
We dressed eighteen dolls, and a few days before Christmas 
we took them to an Orphans’ Home. We also took candy 
and gave it to the children. Then they sang and played for 
us. One of the ladies who went with us played the piano 
and we sang some of our favorite songs from “Truth in 
Song.”” There are eleven in my class, including my teacher, 
We had a Christmas program of songs and a dialogue. 
Before Christmas we strung popcorn for the Christmas tree. 
We had a box about two and a half feet high and a foot 
square. Our sewing club has had a vacation since Christ- 
mas. Your friend in Truth. 
_ Goop Deeps Cius, Dorothy Roberts. 
The Truth Seekers are with us again. I am so glad 
that they have found time to -report this month. Irene is 
secretary. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—Inasmuch as we did not get to send in 
a report we did not get to tell you about our Thanksgiving 
entertainment. It is now three months past Thanksgiving 
but nevertheless we all know that every day is thanksigiving 
day and this is what was so vividly featured in the entertain- 
ment. It was greatly enjoyed by all who attended. Our 
next meeting is going to be a social meeting. We are also 


going to get club pins, and when they are made up, will send |: 


you an illustration of one. Our library is just fine and every 
one enjoys it so much. We have four new members who 


were admitted at our last meeting and who greatly enjoy 
being Boosters. In our next report I will tell you how we 
formed our library. With blessings and love to you all, 
we remain, 

THE TRUTH SEEKERS, /rene Bonacker, Sec. 


Billy Bumpus II has his good report in this time. I 
am sure that he has a good faithful secretary. 


Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Boosters—Y ou cannot know what a change has 
come upon me since I studied the Sunday School lessons on 
Gideon. They sort of uplifted me to the Truth and ever 
since I have understood the teachings of WISDOM much 
better. Billie Bumpus II wants to tell the Boosters what 
he thinks of the Spring. He says it’s fine to get out of the 


pleased to have his letter published in the February Wis- 
DOM, and that he is going to have his picture taken to send 
to the Boosters. But he still wishes that we could receive 
our WISDOM sooner in the month instead of on the ninth or 
tenth as it came in February. The Audubon Society on the 
hill is pushing its work and we hope that many more nests 
_ and birds will be saved through its influence. Some of the 
boys that tore up nests last year, have joined and taken the 
pledge. My father is the teacher of the club on the hill. 
We send our love to the Boosters and best regards to you. 
Respectfully, Billie Bumpus II 
Mary Belle Johnston. 


A new Booster Club is being organized in Vittoria, 
* Ontario, Canada, by Margaret McCall. She is going to 
call her club the Happy, Willing Workers. 


Vittoria, Ontario, Canada 
Dear WispoM—We have started a Booster Club and 
have decided to name it Happy, Willing Workers. We 
wish that you would send us a bit of advice. Could we get 
two dozen Booster Club pins without the books, and what is 
the price of them? We have just had two meetings at Miss 
Cables’, and have on hand forty-seven cents. Hoping to 
hear from you soon, yours truly, Margaret McCall. 
Richmond, Va. 
Dear Friend—I am so glad to boost Wispom. 
Would that everybody would boost her individually. With 
*“Wisdom”’ this morning love is awakened as never before. 
I am as happy as can be.—osa Kirsh. 


We have a little visitor 
from Philadelphia, who says 
she goes to school and loves 
to learn. She says they sing 
and recite and when she gets 
home entertains her 
grandma and mother with 
her songs. She writes on 
her blackboard and plays 
the piano, and sends lots of 
love and kisses, and can 
write her own name plainly. 
She visited Wee Wisdom a 
few years ago in her baby 
picture, and her name is Ella 
Marvel. 

The Light Bearers are 
doing a lot of good work in 
Topeka, and I cannot un- 
derstand why they do not let 
us hear from them. Jeanette, 
won't you write us about the 
good work you are doing? 

The number of reports 
month. should like to 

Master Rush at 22 months have more pictures for the 
Booster Club. If you will have a good picture taken of 


house again and frolic. He also says that he is very much 
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WISDOM 


your club, we shall print it with your letter. Be sure to have 
the picture clear, for a dim picture will not make a clear 
printing picture. 

When the next WisDom reaches you it will be almost 
Easter time. You will have a nice big report for us, won't 
you? We want the Booster Club to have lots of the fresh 
spirit of Spring in it. Every Wisdom is helping us. Every 
Booster is boosting. 


ROMANY OF THE SNOWS 
GILBERT PARKER 
An Adventure of the North 


ZIERRE said: “I used to see a tall figure 
walking beside me who, whenever I would 
have spoken to him, laid a warning finger on 
his lips; but when I would have fallen he 
spoke to me always in the same words. You 
have heard of him, the Scarlet Hunter of the 
Kimash Hills. It was he, the Sentinel of the 
North, the Lover of the Lost. So deep did his 
words go into my heart that they have remained with me to 
this hour 


““O son of man, behold! 

If thou shouldst stumble on the nameless trail, 
The trail that no man rides, 

Lift up thy heart, 

Behold, O son of man, ‘ai hast a helper near! 


O son of man, take heed! 

If thou shouldst fall upon the vacant plain, 

The plain that no man loves, 

Reach out thy hand, 

Take heed, O son of man, strength shall be given thee! 


O son of man, rejoice! 

If thou art blinded, even at the door, 

The door of the Safe Tent, 

Sing in thy heart, 

Rejoice, O son of man, thy pilot leads thee home!” 


; Pierre was alone with treacherous Indians on a journey 
in the North. Twenty-five years in far North, mail once a 
year, by ship. Little Babiche carried the mails (that came 
by ship once a year) along the route of Fort St. Mary, Fort 
O’Glory, Fort St. Saviour and Fort Perseverance, within 
the circle. 

His dogs died from eating some poisoned fish and he 
was freezing when a white bear appeared and saved him, 
carrying him over the ice until he was found and brought 
to life by Pierre. 

Babiche said of the bear, ““M’ sieur, “who can tell? 
The world is young up here. When it was all young, man 
and beast were good comrades, maybe.”’ He told how he 
and the bear had been together for days, keeping each other 
warm, and he had not felt afraid. 


HOW HE MANAGED IT 


They were entertaining the minister at dinner, and — 


after the dessert had been eaten little Johnny said: ‘“‘Won’t 
_ you have another piece of pie, Mr. Hobbs?” 

The minister laughed. “Well,” he said, 

are so polite I believe I will have another slice.” 

“Good!” said Johnny. ‘Now, ma, remember your 

promise. You said if it was necessary to cut into the second 


pie I could have another piece.” 


“since you 


“The mouth of the righteous is a Selena of life; but 
violence covereth the mouth of the wicked.” 


HER WAYS AND MEANS 
Marion H. IRons 
==] ETTIE had been weeping, and, to judge from 


her red eyes and swollen face, she had evi- 
dently wept- as whole-heartedly as she did 
everything else, or until she hadn’t a tear left 
to weep with; and her mother sighed as she 
looked at the ravages Nettie’s feelings had 
wrought in her usually comely countenance. 

“I don’t care, mother, I think it is too 
horrid! I am the only girl in our class that hasn’t given a 
party this whole year and now the girls are beginning to leave 
me out of theirs,” and Nettie, tapping some reserved reservoir 
of tears, began weeping afresh. 

Mrs. Baldwin silently affirmed Sie guidance before 
speaking, and then said quietly, ““My daughter, the only 
reason why you have never had a party is because you 
always veto everything that I propose, as being too old- 
fashioned, or not costly enough to equal or eclipse the other 
parties which you have attended.” 

“But you don’t understand, mother,” interrupted 
Nettie impatiently; “‘girls aren’t giving the simple kind of 
parties that they used to when you were a girl; they have 
entertainments now, and all kinds of dainties to eat, and 
they dress finely I tell you, too, and I can’t do that, either,” 
and Nettie sighed deeply, as she wiped her red eyes. 

“Yet I often hear those same friends of yours 
complain that they are getting tired of parties and don’t have 
any fun, because everything is becoming so stiff and formal,” 
said her mother mildly. “Suppose for a change, that you 
close your eyes to the fact that our home and means are too 
small for one of those elaborate parties of which your friends 
are becoming so tired, and keep in mind the ways and 
means at your disposal and make the most of them.” 

Nettie looked—well, to tell the truth—rather offended 
and disgusted also, at her mother’s proposal. But as she said 
nothing her mother went on: “There is the little woods and 
stream back of the house in the old pasture: if you ask your 
brothers in the right way, I feel certain that they would 
gladly clear the rubbish out for you, and fix up the old. 
swimming pool also, so that you could have water stunts, if 
the weather permitted. Why not have a gypsying or wood- 
land party and send out invitations written on birch bark 
with a bit of moss stuck on each one? Have the girls come ’ 
at three o’clock in the afternoon, and invite the boys to join 
them at supper time and spend the evening.” 

““But what if it rains?’’ objected Nettie, though her 
face had cleared a bit. ; 

“*The shed in the pasture and the old tent fly together 
would shelter you nicely.” 

““But the games, mother!”” and Nettie looked anxious, 
but ready to be convinced, as her brightening eyes showed. 

““We can think of games for all kinds of weather, 
daughter, like mounting leaves and common plants on cards 

and seeing who can guess the most names right—not many, 
I'll warrant you. Let the girls exercise their ingenuity in 
making baskets, etc., out of thistles, and menageries out of 
wild cucumber pods. They can help about the supper, by 
carving boats out of cucumbers for individual salad dishes, 


_and mats out of leaves for the fruit and vegetables for the 


table. Why, they could so decorate your table that it would 
look like a fairy-land one, and you will find that they will 
enjoy roasting potatoes and corn, and eating fresh hoe-cakes, 
just from the fire, far more than they ever did the dainties 


' served at their foolishly artificial parties with their highly- 


spiced food. And remember that we are going to speak for 
a pleasant afternoon and evening, so chase the storm clouds 
from your own face, lest they manifest in the weather, or 


your surroundings,” and Mrs. Baldwin looked at Nettie 


lovingly. 


Before the day was over Nettie had her woodsy in- 
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vitations all ready to send, but decided to take them in 
person, dressed like a gypsy with a basket on her arm, and 
the girls were in a buzz of excitement at once; the boys 
opened theirs with a look of interest, far different from what 
they had usually felt on receiving an invitation to any of the 
late parties, but to all their eager questionings Nettie turned 
a deaf ear and only smiled mysteriously, which, of course, 
made them long for the day of the party to come, and sent 
Nettie home with her heart thrilling with happiness at the 
prospective success of her woodland party. 

‘ Her brothers worked with a will, and:not only cleared 
the woods and’stream but made rustic seats, a table and some 
benches; with Nettie’s aid they also transformed a part of 
the woods into a large green room, the interlocked branches 
of some of the old trees forming a thick, green roof, that 
would shelter them well in case of a rain. A fireplace was 
built, and plenty of old stumps and dry branches piled up 
for the magnificent bonfire which was to be “‘one of the 
features of the evening,”’ as Nettie laughingly said. 

She and her mother had planned so well that they could 
easily entertain her guests, come rain or shine; but of course 
it didn’t rain, and every girl was promptly on time to the 
minute, and Nettie proudly led them to her woodland parlor. 
There were many exclamations of delight, and some squeals 
of excitement when Nettie took them to the swimming pool 
and told them of the water-stunts they were expected to per- 
form, to prove that they were worthy of certain honors in 
the Gypsy tribe. There were land-stunts for those who 
disliked the water, and the shouts of merriment that filled the 
air soon told Mrs. Baldwin that the girls were winning their 
honors—or trying to, any way, which answered the purpose 
just as well for the fun of the thing. 

By the time all had striven for their honors and been 
duly initiated into the tribe, it was time to prepare the supper, 
as each guest was to have a hand in this;‘and then the boys 
arrived, clamoring for a right to help also and were set to 
carving melons and roasting some of the numerous edibles 
that Nettie had all prepared ready for them; among these 
were some choice home-grown mushrooms, prepared after 
an old family recipe that “had been handed down” in 
Nettie’s family, and was first used by an old sailor, and her 
guests were much interested when she told the story con- 
nected with this special dish. The boys sampled everything 
when supper was finally ready, and said, ““That is mighty 
good,” while the girls declared that it had been “heaps of 
fun getting the supper.”’ So Nettie felt that the supper also 
was a success, and beamed upon her guests as they showed 
reluctance to leaving a crumb of the supper upon the table. 

After supper came some odd guessing games and a 
hammock race, and the boys whittled out boats which the 
girls fitted with tiny sails; these were sent down the stream 
later on, with all kinds of messages to those who might hap- 
pen to rescue them. Ass dusk came on, Mrs. Baldwin and 
the two boys came down, and soon a big bonfire was chal- 
lenging the moon to out-rival its light. 

Led by Nettie, as queen of the tribe, the young folks 
did a corn prance around the fire, and then sat down to tell 
stories and sing songs; after this they were each given a box 
of delicious home-made candy, with the words ‘‘Good- 
night,”” traced upon them, and, taking the hint, the guests 
left reluctantly, though it was already an hour past the time 
for which they had been invited, declaring that they “had 
never had a better time in their lives, and that they saw no 
sense in having so much fuss, feathers and expense for 
parties when they could have so much better times with 
simple things like Nettie’s.”” 

How Nettie’s eyes glowed at this tribute to her party, 
and she shot a look of gratitude at her wise mother, who 
had opened her eyes to the value of simple ways and means 
of providing enjoyment for others. 

“TI am sure most of the girls’ and boys’ parents will feel 
glad and relieved because of my party,” Nettie confided to 


her mother later on, “‘for many of them can’t really afford 
to waste money: on stylish parties much more than we can; 
but they seem to think that they mustn’t let their children be 
behind the others, no matter what it costs them to keep up. 
I'm so glad that you are my mother, and that you are such 
a thoughtful and understanding one,” and Nettie looked 
lovingly at her mother, as she kissed her good-night. 


BETTY’S BUSY BEES 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


mi EXT came the passing of the flower baskets. 
This was Bob’s and Harry’s work. The 

pm children smiled their gratitude, and a few said, 
“Thank you,” but their “Ohs” and “Ahs” 
were thanks enough for their visitors. 

It is difficult to say which knew the 
greater happiness, those little orphans who had experienced 
an unusual pleasure in their cramped lives, of the small party 
who had bestowed upon them this unlooked-for joy. 

““They have so few flowers,” explained the matron, 
“that you could not have brought anything more acceptable. 
They are always begging every flower they see me have; 
and those are few, for we do not cultivate flowers about 
the place, for we keep all the yard for the children to exer- 
cise in. 

“‘Aren’t the little ones cunning?”’ said Bab to Betty. 
who was making friends with the younger children, and ply- 
ing them with questions. 

““Yes,”’ answered Betty, “‘one little girl of about seven | 
years hung to my finger and begged me to take her home 
with me.” 

““What was her name?” asked Bab. 

“Nelly; and she asked me if we had ice cream every 
day at our house. Wasn't she a funny little thing?” 

“I believe I saw her. She has long yellow curls, 
hasn’t she? The matron told me she was all alone. You 
know some of the children have one parent living.” 

“Children, come, it’s time to be going,” said Mrs. 
White. 

Mr. Brighton was at this moment dropping something 
round and small into the matron’s hand, saying as he did so, 
“Give them a good big Thanksgiving dinner. If that isn’t 
enough to cover all expense, telephone me—there’s the num- 
ber of my ‘phone on that card.” 

“Grandpa,” interrupted Betty impulsively, “what are 
you doing? Something good, I know.” She had forgotten 
the presence of others. Mr. Brighton looked about with 2 
little surprise written on his countenance, and appeared some- 
what confused. He did not like being discovered in a good 
act, for he was a modest man, but he turned it off with, 
“Simply following your advice, my dear, that is all.” 

“I wonder what he means,”’ Betty whispered to Bab. 

“You must have said something to him about giving to 
the poor,” suggested Bab. 

“Oh, yes, I remember now; I told him what your 
mother said about helping people—that was when I took 
supper with him.” 

“Hurry, children; come! Into the phaeton with you. 
Bab, you are to change places with Betty, and accompany 
Mr. Brighton. Betty I take with me.” ee 


| 
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As fond as Betty was of Grandpa Brighton, she was 
delighted to drive with Mrs. White and the two boys. 

Mr. Brighton drove a fast horse, so the dog-cart went 
ahead, reaching home first. 

In the meantime’Mrs. White had been engaged in con- 
versation with Betty and the boys. She declared everyone 
was doing so much good that she also desired to take part. 
She told Betty she didn’t wish to be left out of anything 
that was going on, and she intended having some sort of an 
entertainment at her house at which both societies should be 
present. She had not yet decided the nature of the enter- 
‘tainment, but would let them all know in plenty of time to 
make any preparations they pleased. 

“Tt might be a candy pull,”’ suggested Bob.’ 

“Or a magic lantern show,” said Harry. 

“Or a fair,” said Betty. 

“Tt may be tableaux,” said Mrs. White. 

“Tt’ll be fine whatever it is, for mother knows how to 
do things up in style,”” added Harry. 

“When will it be, Mrs. White?” asked Betty. 

““Some F nday or Saturday evening when there are no 
lessons to learn.” 

“*That’s good!” said Bob, who found arithmetic ab- 
sorbing most of his evenings, and was glad of any time when 
he might feel free from what he considered an irksome task. 

“Please, Betty, tell me a little more about your Sew- 
ing Bee,” said Mrs: White. 

“Say, Betty,”’ interrupted Bob, “why don’t you hone 
that for your society’s name?—Betty’s Bees—I think it’s 
fine, and you girls are always talking about your society, 
and haven’t named it at all, so far as I can see.” 

“T don’t know about naming it, it will have to be just 
as the others say,”’ answered Betty. 

“T can tell you, those girls buzz enough when they're 
together for a whole swarm of bees,”’ exclaimed Bob with 
a facetious air. 

“Bob, you needn't talk; you're a bee yourself,” said 
Harry, “but I don’t suppose you have any sting, at least 
it’s to be hoped not.” 

As Harry gave utterance to these words, Betty turned 
around to look at him and laugh. Bob subsided for awhile. 

“Aren't we going rather slow, mother?” asked Harry, 
who loved fast driving. 

“We are going fast enough for Tim’s good,”’ replied 
Mrs. White. ““There is no need to tire the poor horse. 
You must remember we are quite a heavy load.” 

“We are nearly home,”’ said Betty, who was watch. 
ing the road. 

“Yes, just around the bend,” replied Mrs. White. 

Here Bob stood up in order ‘to see better, but was 
pulled into his seat with a jerk by Harry, and commanded 
by Mrs. White to sit still. 

“Oh, look! I saw Bab, anyway; she was watching 
from the gate.” 

_ “And grandma’s there, too,”” added Betty. “I have 
so much to tell her, for I did have such a beautiful time.” 

“Yes, we certainly did enjoy ourselves,” responded 
Mrs. White. 

“Whoa, there Tim; again!"’ As Bob shouted 
out these words he gave a jump, just clearing the wheel, and 
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almost lost his balance. 
his feet. 

“Bob, you mustn’t do that,” 
horse hadn't stopped.” 

“That was a foolish thing to do, Bob; and I certainly 
desire to bring you back as I took you out, and not with 
any arms or legs missing,” said Mrs. White. 

““Bob’s very careless,’ said Bab, coming up to the 
phaeton to help Betty down. 

“Thank you, Mrs. White, we had a beautiful time; I 
enjoyed every minute,”’ said Betty. 

“It was just scrumptious,” added Bob. 

“What a word, Bob. I had a lovely time, Mrs. 
White,” said Bab, looking up gratefully. “Some day, let’s 
go again.” 


THE SUN 


RutTH Lostrou 


Fortunately, he alighted safe upon 


screamed Betty. 


The sun was shining brightly 
All through the midsummer day, 
The birds were chirping merrily, 
And the flowers they woke again. 


You could hear the children chatting, 
All through this midsummer day ; 
While the sun was shining brightly, 

I longed for childhood days. 


The sun was setting, 

And the flowers dropped their heads; 
The birds were silent; 

Slowly twilight gathered 

The day had dawned—that happy day. 
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